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Author's Notes: 

Alright, Im really nervous haha. First time posting and | don\'t really know how to put this eloquently. N've 
gone over this and made some changes to what | had previously posted on my livejournal, and | think N\'m 
pretty much satisfied with it. Disclaimed: Not real. Never happened. No disrespect or harm is intended, 
enforced, or implied Purely for writing practice and enjoyment. The people you see here are characters of the 


ones they are based on. 


He was always nervous. 


Always so fucking nervous this time of night, when she was sprawled out on the bed with her eyes glued to 
the ceiling, images of his lost curls coming to mind. The baby-pink skin and the suits. The wandering hands 
after a bottle of scotch... 


He'd locked himself in the bathroom again, panting and scared. A grown man afraid of touching her, just like 
Jamie, so unlike Paul but who fucked that up quite early. She wanted to kick down the door, break his jaw and 


kiss him on the sink, dip his neck into the mirror and count the moles on his throat. Daniel. 


You owe me. 
"Daniel?" Alison called from the other side of the hotel bathroom door. "Daniel?" 
She heard him breathe, slow and harsh. "Yeah" 

"You alright?" 


"Uh..." She could hear him rubbing his chin, swathed in the little black hairs she refused to allow him to shave. 


"lm coming in there," she said, palm pressed to the wood, over a chipped varnish dent shaped like a cherub. 
"Did you hear me? | said-" 


"DON'T." his voice was forceful, even muffled behind the thin wood of the door, but there was a weakness 
behind it. She could sense his hesitation no matter how hard he tried to seem. It incensed her. "For Christ's 
Sake.." Approaching footsteps. The lock slid away. Alison's eyes grew to the size of koi, her hand snapping for 
the knob. 


It wouldn't budge. Sighing, she banged her forehead. "Daniel." Like trying to coerce a child "Daniel. open the 
fucking door... 


No movement. 


‘lm not going to hurt you," she said, in a kind of sing-song tone, brows climbing to her hairline in joker-like 
fashion. "If that's what you're worried about." 


He whined indignantly. She could almost hear his heart beating. "Daniel.. Daniel, come on How many times have 
we done this? Its not like I've ever had to guide your hand. Come on. Can't we have one night where | don't 
have to drag you kicking and screaming out of a fucking bathroom? |.." she pulled from the door and buried 
her face in her hands, closed to the voodoo lines of her palms. She released a rattle, cold and chilling, traveling 
up her spine and into her hair. This man was going to be the death of her. Two months of this and she 
expected him to be accustomed to her by now. To her body, her face, her voice, her hair, fuck, her. It was 
never this difficult with Paul; all she had to do was palm him through his trousers and before she could blink 
he had her thrown onto the bed with stars and love swimming in her being. With Paul she never had to tug on 
his hair or his ties or beg him through doors. He was always ready and brimming and he'd wanted her, with a 


prepared smirk and a cigarette dangling from his lips. 
Jamie on the other hand... well... Jamie was never responsive. On occasion he could give her a peck on the lips 


and repay her with some sort of last-minute oral but he never appreciated her the way she felt she 


deserved. Paul was the only one who ever came close. 


But Daniel.. Daniel was here. At this hotel. And she wanted him. And she knew he wanted her, too. It shouldn't 


be this fucking difficult, shouldn't be this fucking hard to get some kind of satisfying reciprocation for 
everything she gave to him first. She'd never forget the laughter the two of them shared the time Sam 
nearly walked in on them in the tour bus as she was giving Daniel a blow job; his tie loosened and suit askew, 
hanging crooked on his arms; his eyes red and shot, sweat dripping from every pore and mixing in a heavenly 
scent she was more than happy to share with him. She liked him like that, loved him when he was messed up, 
rumpled, the tarnished image of Prince Charming dancing in the dark streets. And when he came undone, he 


came undone, and hard. 


They pulled away from each other in a flurry after Sam tried to enter their little space, announcing himself 
with a raucous, drunken belch. He took not even two steps and tripped over a risen area of shag carpeting, 
cursing under his breath from the floor when his head met the side of a shelf. They showed him no concern 
and laughed as they attempted to collect themselves; Daniel collapsed against the wall haggard, fingers fumbling 
with his fly; Alison wiped her mouth and kissed him, sharing his taste. He laughed, dry and dark, her soiled 


Prince, and raked a hand across her chin, traveled low to the front of her pants.. 


Alison hissed and grabbed angry fistfuls of her hair. She spun around at once and, abandoning all courtesy, 
kicked the door open hard enough for it to bounce off the inside wall. Daniel stood there dumbstruck, chin 
quivering as he sought the words she was certain would be some variation of "Go fuck yourself" or "What the 


hell do you think you're doing." 


Instead he was speechless, frightened, and still, and Alison was deaf to everything except the frantic rise and 
fall of his chest, his rapid-beating heart, and her own screaming brain. She could practically hear Sam 


exclaiming, "What are you two up to?" She wanted him, and she wanted him now. 
"Daniel, she started, watching his pulse redden and swell. "Talk to me. You can do that, can't you?" 


The man gulped, fixing the collar of his silk button-down, the idiot always had to be wearing something pressed, 
something nice, something to impose an air of elegance and self-care she so richly hated and loved in equal 
measure. Only he had the good grace to keep his tie off. His distraction made her angrier and she shouted. 
"DANIEL" He quailed. Terrified or nervous, she couldn't tell, and she couldn't give much of a shit anymore. 


"Please." 
He gulped. "I'm worried that... Jamie..." 


"Don't you fucking DARE," she was shouting, and brought herself forward an inch or so from his fragile face. 
"Bring up Jamie here. Or use him as your excuse. | won't fucking have it, Daniel. | won't. | had to put up with it 
from Paul for six months and that's what drove him away in the end. | don't know what it is about Jamie that 
makes the two of you so fucking petrified, it's not like it stops your cocks from working," she added acidly, 
venom filling her every word. She needed to tell him this, so desperately needed to, because if it couldn't get 
through to Paul when she tried to tell him it had to with Daniel. It had to. Daniel hangs his head, hurt, all the 
color drained from his lovely cheeks. Good. This is what she wanted. "But you know.. at least Paul had the 
decency to fuck me when | asked him to. That's one good memory | get to keep from that. | never had to pull 
teeth with him or drag him through hell to get what | wanted" With this Daniel rose to her, alight with fire. 


He was furious. 
"I beg your pardon?" Always so polite. 


It was Alison's turn to gulp, but she was far from finished, refused to falter under his gaze, which was always 
so Trying, so difficult to do; he had a stare like an ice pick into the soul, the most powerful one she'd 
confronted to date. Alison isn't sure if this is what she wanted. She wasn't sure if she liked where this was 
going. "You heard me," she said, struggling to keep steady. He studied her, picking her apart like a bird. She 
didn't dare move the stack of black hair that fell into her face while she shouted at him. 


‘I've given you all the satisfaction you could ever want," he said, low and dangerous, his chin drawn back. She 
could see the rake lines in his chin from where she grabbed him the other day. There wasn't enough facial 
hair in the world that could hide it. "I've comforted you after every crying fit, held you after every nasty 
thing Paul's said to you sober, all the times you came running when Jamie ignored you. You don't fucking get it. 
| was always there. Just because | wasn't "screwing your brains out" as you so delightfully put it doesn't mean 


| don't care or I'm indifferent or whatever else you can pull out of your ass." 


"Then why the hell are you running?" Alison shouts, fists balled and slapping her thighs. She couldn't believe 
how placid he was being. She could rip out her hair and it wouldn't be enough. "Why the.. why am | doomed to 
put up with you like this? | don't know how much longer you expect me to put up with you, Daniel. | really 
don't." She wouldn't admit it, but seeing Daniel like this, assertive and nonchalant with his legs crossed at the 


ankle and his chin outthrust and crosshatched.. he was making it hard for her not to run at him. 
Then it hits her: maybe Daniel's the one always having to put up with her. 


He's the one who had to carry her over his back out of every dark field she dragged herself into, every 
blackened chasm she used as shelter from Paul and under every kitchen table from Jamie. What frightened 


her most was that she wasn't sure if there was anything she could ever do about it. 


And if it was true for Daniel, it was true for Paul and Jamie, too. All the same.. wasn't she capable of being 
loved? Didn't she have the same needs as other women, the unnamed faceless ones these men slept with 
gladly without being as chained? What was it about her that made men run so much? She understood it on 
Paul's end, his fear of tarnishing whatever relationship she had left with Jamie, the filthy coward, but Jamie 
and Daniel, the ones she knew were wisest, why them? Was she too hard? Too vulnerable? Did she frighten 
them? Disgust them? For as long as she could remember it was good in the beginning, groping underneath 
bedcovers and in toilets, the excitement and possibility of being caught by friends and bandmates with the 
smell of human waste and liquor never out of reach. The rush, the adrenaline song as they licked their lips and 
smiled with lazy eyes and dank, sweltered hair. Such intoxication it made her blood hum. Surely it made the 
others hum too? They felt the same, didn't they? Or was she alone all along? 


"l'm." she can't finish. She can't look at him, pretty much wants him to finish her off. Go on, tell me l'm 
horrible. Tell me l'm too flawed and unfixable for you or any man. | only wanted your pleasure, as much as l'm 


sure you wanted mine, you took it well enough. Shouldn't you want more? 


Oh, how she fucking hated that word. Shouldn't. Should. All of it. Everyone was a human suggestion box. 


Something comes over Daniel, something lingers that vaguely resembles sympathy, a lost calling card. There's 
too much at stake here. If you wanted to kill me you should have gotten to me earlier. For a moment it seems 
like he's going to rise up off the sink and embrace her, maybe touch her a little, to soften the wounds, but 
maybe it's because she wants it that way. Things aren't the way they are because we want them to be. Ten 
years younger than she was when she first told herself this and it still hasn't sunk in. She relied on all of 
them too much. "Alison." but she's already turned away, already slinking back to the bed to hide from another 
tragedy. 


Dariel catches her wrist and spins her around before she even reaches the threshold, doesn't spare her a 
second to realize what's happening as he plants a full, warm kiss to her mouth. Hard at first with teeth but 
not enough for blood, and they sink into each other's flesh, the night's deed only begun. Alison groans against 
him, feels him at her thigh, reaches out and embraces him with an experienced hand and receives an approving 
groan in return. She grins into his mouth, smooths the scruff on his chin, and drags him with her onto the 


sheets to undress her in silence. 


He always starts with the blouses, popping them with skilled, loving hands. She catches one, admires the 
roughness of his fingertips; musicians. Guitarists. Men who worked with their hands until they bled and 
calloused over... They were the ones she loved the most. So it was with Jamie and Paul. Now with Daniel. He 
smiles down at her, warm and content, straddling her hips with as much balance as he can summon. He's doing 
better than he was the last time, so far at least. Alison thinks he knows this, because when he bends his back 
to plant a kiss on her forehead and inch her jeans off, he doesn't hitch once. Single, fluid motions as his hands 
clasp her hips and pull for the reveal. She has to kick and giggle to get them off, but it was working, they 
hadn't broken focus, and they were as aroused as they were in the beginning. 


She reaches up to undo his shirt, but he paws her, insisting, tugging it out of his pants and freeing the 


buttons as she watches in awe. 


Dariel pauses above her with an open chest, dangling dark blue silk, daring her to touch him, ready. This is all 
she ever wanted; this was more than what the soiled Prince could ever give to her; sloping all over with stale 
breath and devil's eyes; willing her on as she sucked him off and his fingers scavenged her hair, holding her in 
place. This was Daniel, sober and awake, fully aware of himself and the woman beneath him. He was giving her 
every chance, every second from now until morning to touch him, and give back when she's finished. It nearly 


makes her break out in tears. This, just this. She wanted him, all of him, forever. 


She settles for his shoulders instead, waiting for the reveal of his member to go exploring, and pulls him to 
her mouth. They fondle like this, clumsy koi in a pond on blue water sheets, gasping and pulling at flesh, not 
naked enough to convince the sky, but its beautiful, and it goes on and on and on, awaiting the waves to crash 


over them and the darkness to swallow them whole. 


The waves aren't waves, they're the hotel room door, and the crash is a masculine voice, embarrassed and 


startled at what its stumbled upon. 


The light flashes on, blinding them, and the tide going out is painful as they squint up at their offender amidst 


the yellow glow of the room. 


Paul has his hand shielding his view, flustered and apologizing over and over like a schoolgirl. Daniel and Alison 
can't help but laugh over the slew of Didn't know you were here and Didn't see anything and Had no idea 
anything was going on, shit, I'll come back later. He tries to leave, bangs his spine on the doorknob, curses, and 
apologizes one last time before Daniel calls out from the bed, "Turn off the light, will you, Paul?" 


When they are sheathed in darkness once more and the footsteps retreat, Dariel lowers to Alison and whispers 


gently, "Now, where were we?" 


She giggles into the embrace of his lips as the deep red headlight streaks from passing cars outside the 


window sneak in and paint their backs like blood watercolor among the collapse. 


